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Author's Notes: 

This is probably the most mature fic | have ever written, in the non sexual mature sense. It's inspired partly 
by The Sign of the Cross, partly by knowing Steve does believe in God (as does most of his generation after 
all), and the fact that he used to go to church in his youth. And these are all issues a man with those values 
would face, put in this sort of situation, I'd presume. I'm surprisingly happy with it, and was debating whether 
or not to post it; but decided | would. 


So please do enjoy, and leave a comment! 


"Forgive me father, fer | ‘ave sinned." 


Why was he here again? The room felt too small, the walls too narrow; creeping in on him accompanied by the 
darkness kept at bay by one lone dimmed light. Steve blinked his weary eyes, swallowing hard but his mouth 
was dry; as was the air he was breathing. Growing thinner by the minute, it seemed, while claustrophobia 
began to take ahold of him. This had been a bad idea from the getgo, he hadn't even planned it. Not really. His 
feet had walked aimlessly for hours, as if they had been determined to walk the residue alcohol out of his 


system. 


Hands clasped between his legs, the bassist leant forward as he wringed them back and forth. Why was he 
nervous? He didn't know the faceless priest at the other side of the wall, although he could hear his steady 
breaths through the thin grill separating them. Had he ever really been in a confession booth before? Maybe 
as a little boy? Maybe while drunk, only he'd forgotten? Could well be, seeing as drunk seemed to be his 
default mode these days. He couldn't recall, but the situation was uncomfortable, and it made his hands 
tremble with trepidation. Made the palms clammy, and his throat constricted painfully. Inhaling deeply, the man 


focused on the thin white line on his ring finger where his wedding band had once been poised. 
"What is the nature of your sin, my son?" 


The priest sounded aged, tired. His voice was slightly raspy, not as formal as Steve had expected. Still, he 
jumped a bit in his seat when it spoke up so suddenly. It cut through the tense air like a knife. The vicar was 
probably middle aged or older - there were fewer young men of the cloth available after all - wary with his 
lifetime experiences. Judgemental. It didn't bode well, but wasn't that the idea? Wasn't he here to be judged? He 
had sinned, hadn't he? 


"l. dunno where ta begin, | s'pose.." 


Steve blinked a couple of times, stalling. Why was he here? He'd never been a keen believer. Sure, he'd been 
indocrinated as a child, had been informed and beat over the head with the existence of God. With the holy 
script. Nowadays, the Bible made little to no sense, but still.. this wasn't going to help, not one bit. Still, he 
shifted to rub his hands against his jeans. The moisture of sweat made the denim damp, left dark stains. He 
took notice of the drying mud caked along his ankles, grimaced. He tipped his head back, taking another deep 
breath to brace himself. The exhale came out in a loud, unsteady huff. 


"How about at the beginning?" the man whose face remained hidden suggested, his voice softer and less 
condescending than Steve anticipated. "It tends to help most people, it's a comfort of sorts." 


"l. ‘ave broken the seventh commandment," the bassist nearly whispered after some inner debate; the gentle 


tone to the priest's voice urging him to cut straight to the core. "An the tenth, ta sum extent" 


There was a moment of silence; a silence so heavy and suffocating that the bassist almost feared he would fly 
into a panic. He'd always had issues with his anxiety, especially around strangers and when speaking up about 
private matters. And the closed quarters, as well as the sodden weight at the pit of his stomach hardly 
served to ease the uneasiness, the nausea. Add on top of that the fact that he'd eaten nothing, that he'd 
spent the early hours of morning emptying his guts in the toilet bowl. And that he had left the mansion 
before the first sunrays spilled across the horizon. Now, his ears picked up on the tiny noises of rustling white 
robes on the other side of the lattice. At least it wasn't an open confessional, there was some privacy offered 
But then again, perhaps a less confined location might have been less frightening. 


"Go on, son It is not an uncommon sin amongst young men" 


That hardly offered any consolation, the lump in Steve's throat increasingly difficult to dislodge. He didn't know 
whether to laugh or to cry. The words sounded so monotone, as if the vicar himself was losing his faith in 
humanity. Running one hand through his proud mane a couple of times, the bassist tapped his foot impatiently 
against the wooden floor. Dried mud spilled across the neatly varnished surface. He lowered his gaze to watch 
the motion, his heart beating faster for each second that passed. It was proving to be more difficult than he'd 
imagined, but he couldn't turn back now. He didn't really believe in this, did he? But he couldn't walk away 
without a fight, now that he was here. His pride prevented him. Another sin he must find himself guilty of, if 


there was such a thing. One he couldn't wash down with copious amounts of vodka. 


"l. its different in nature, y'know." Steve mumbled, shrugging pitifully and his gaze once again went to his 
empty ring finger; thumb ghosting across the area. "I betrayed me wife. She betrayed me, too, | s‘pose. But.. | 
threw the first stone.." 


He still remembered the expression on Lorraine's face when he found out of her being unfaithful, when he 
confronted her. The look in her eyes, as if she was unable to believe her ears. Unable to fathom that he had 
the audacity to call her out on it. That was the moment he realized she was aware of his own infidelity, that 
he'd taken her for a fool. She'd always been intelligent, and he'd expected her to look the other way and play 
doll house for the sake of their kids. He had never really believed she didn't suspect it, but he had lied so 
much he'd almost fooled himself. Even then, he felt the itching of healing claw marks down his shoulder blades. 
And they hadn't been made by her. ‘I'm allowed to shag anybody | fancy, aren't |. If it applies to you, it's only 


fair my hands are free as well, she'd scoffed. 
"Hmm. As it so often happens. When was your last confession?" 


Steve bit his lip. He'd forgotten about that part, and he scowled as he thought back. Maybe if he tried, he 
might remember something, but his sluggish hungover psyche wouldn't abide him. Once again, he drew blank. He 
rubbed his red rimmed eyes, ignoring his persistently pounding temples. 


"| don't know. | don't fink | ever." he trailed off. 


"I see. Then, there's a load to make up for, eh? I'm God's eyes and ears on Earth, empty your heart as you 


see fit" 


The familiar British accent made Steve smile for whatever reason. He remembered the Sunday mass every 
morning as a child, remembered how much he hated waking up early out of school. But he did look back on the 
Sunday lunches after the ceremony with nostalgic fondness. When his mother would invite the closest 
neighbours and they'd say their prayers before eating together. If he closed his eyes, he could still smell the 
pork pie that was still one of his favourite courses. Later, he'd been ditching anything religious in favour of 
sleeping in throughout his teen years. Saturday night usually meant rehearsal hours in the beat up locals the 
band rented near the factory area, followed by rounds at the bar or on occasion parties after gigs. Sunday 
mornings were for sleeping the hangover away, until he started attending brief masses again with Lorraine 


when they first became an item. 


"Take your time.” 


The words snapped Steve out of his reverie, remembering the scent of Lorraine's hairspray in the morning as 
she dolled herself up before they set off, leaving their one room flat. He remembered her bootcut brown satin 
pants, and her fancy dress jacket with the ridiculous shoulder pads. It was gone as quickly as it appeared, 
evaporated in a cloud of shame. His face felt warm, the man grateful that the priest couldn't tell. His cheeks 


burnt red hot with guilt. 


"| met me wife.. sixteen years ago. We ‘ave.. four kids. Each one baptised around these parts. Oldest girl just 


turned nine. We got married in a chapel not far from ‘ere, either." 
"Essex, eh? Your accent” 


Steve nodded, but soon realized the priest wouldn't be able to see, so he ammended it by humming the 


confirmation. Once again, he clasped his hands. He rubbed his callused thumb over his knuckles. 
"I fink.. maybe God is punishin' me." 


Where did that come from? He didn't realize the words were out of his mouth until it was too late. He winced, 
was that really a legitimate fear he had always had? He'd always told himself he didn't think anything of the 
fairytales of Abraham, Moses, Jesus, John the Baptist. It was only stories, cautionary tales, there was no 
Judgement Day. There was no Devil, there was no sin. But then, he couldn't be sure. Much as he wanted to. 


The realization dawned upon him only now. 
"Why do you believe that?" 


"|. me wife left, took the kids. Divorce. Me father passed away, about a monf ago.." Steve stalled suddenly, 
afraid of mentioning the one thing that was really driving him over the edge. The biggest sin "She won't let me 
see ‘em. Me kids." 


The vision of little Lauren's face filtered through his mind. He remembered the pride when he held her the 
first time, the love he felt. He'd only had eyes for her in that moment, as he held her in his arms; cradled her 
close to his chest. But the image burnt into his mind was her tearstricken face; her little palms pressed to the 
car window as her mother sped off with her and her siblings. He'd run after the vehicle, stopping when 
realizing it made no difference. Watched helplessly through watery eyes locked onto her big brown ones; 
spotted Faye by his side with her quivering bottom lip just as the car disappeared around the curve. He'd tried 
so hard to hold it in, he was supposed to be a strong father, wasn't he? 


"Is that all there is to it?" 


The priest sounded inquiring, although impatient. His voice direct but still less judgemental than the bassist had 
previous perceived it. It felt awkward, it crept under his skin. It made Steve break out in cold sweat, rubbing 


the tip of his nose with the back of his hand as beads of sweat trailed down the back of his neck. Licking his 


lips, he mulled his answer over. Still beating around the bush. 
"No," he finally admitted, shaking his head as he tensed. "Far from it." 


Another silence, this one even harder to bear than the previous one. And in that moment, it all came back to 
him. The one thing he wouldn't usually allow himself to retrace. The forbidden sensations, unlike anything he'd 
ever felt. How he'd wanted more, begged for it. He'd known it was wrong, he'd known it was a sin. And he hadn't 
cared. He'd let it happen, again and again. The rough hands, the feel of sweat damp skin against his. The brush 
of hair. The hungry lips, the sharp teeth. The mere memory made his head spin with desire, made his heart 
ache as it shattered all over again. And then came the soul crushing shame, the repulsion with himself. To 
think of it here, of all places. In the church, in the most holy place. He'd brought sin with him, and he felt 
dirtier than he had ever anticipated. It clung to his skin, along with the stench of booze. How ironic that he'd 
never fallen despite all the temptation offered, not until him. Not until Bruce. 


"l. at first we were just mates. | didn't.. realize | wanted more. Didn't fink it wos possible ta want more.. then 
came the blu---" Steve halted immediately, ashamed of cursing within the sacred walls of the holy building. 


"Forgive me.. then came the dreams. Dirty dreams. | wos.. afraid, | spose. 0' wot they meant.” 


"Go on," said the priest again, and he sounded less interested, more like he heard the same story told to him 


for the millionth time. 


It took only a moment for Steve to recollect himself, his foot tapping faster now and he watched the sole of 
his trainer moving against the floor; eyes fixed on the motion. He saw the mud stains had dried, glanced 

towards the curtain hiding him from view. Purple fabric. He had not way of guessing how many church goers 
might be standing outside. Did they regognize his voice? Could they tell who he was? He ignored it, chalked it 


off as paranoia. 


'It.. went on fer years. We fought constantly, arguin’. | ‘ated me dreams, ‘ated ‘im.. ‘Bb, we'd ‘ad a bit much at 


the pub, y'know? Took me back ta the ‘otel, could barely walk by meself.. an’ ʻe sucked me off." 
"He?" 


Steve felt as if the air had been sucked out his lungs, as if all of the oxygen had left the room. His chest 
ached, his pulse ringing in his ears. The nausea grew in magnitude, his head spinning until his vision toppled over 
sideways to match. He fought against the mad panic threatening to take ahold, clenched his hands into tight 
fists. So tight they shook. So tight the knuckles went white. He squeezed his eyes shut, the world finally 
standing still; his jaw going slack 


"Yes." 


"Hm. How did it make you feel? These.. acts with this male, were they satisfactory?" 


Eyes flying open, the bassist felt confused; and even more fearful. The question sounded sincere, no longer 
montone but.. invested. Curious, even. It was an unpleasant change, Steve's stomach churning and he felt 
queasy near the point of throwing up. Dear God, he hoped he wouldn't end up hurling inside of the confessional. 
That'd be quite some sacrilege to top off his already sinful existence, wouldn't it. It almost made him laugh at 
how pathetic he was, his face pale. 


"l. yes. l.. should ‘ave felt filthy, shouldn't |. Should ‘ave been disgusted wit meself, by ‘im, but l." he shook his 


head in near desperation. "| didn't. In fact, l.. | came ta ‘im couple o' weeks later. | wanted more.." 
"Leviticus. Chapter 18, verse 22. Thou shalt not lie with a male as with a woman; it is an abomination" 


Steve froze in spot; a cold sensation spreading through his body rapidly. It travelled down his spine, burrowed 
into his bones. His vision blurred; hands going numb. He'd known those words would be repeated back to him 
eventually, he'd known the priest would not let it slide. Yet, he hadn't expected them to be put so bluntly. He'd 
been aware, but ill prepared. He hung his head in defeat, curls coming down around his face; shoulders 


slumping. He didn't know what he'd hoped to achieve. There was no excuse, was there? No forgiveness. 


"| know. | knew it then, too. But it didn't stop me. | tried ta.. tried ta resist. But | couldn't. I.. wosn't strong enuff. 
| knew it wos wrong, but.. 'e'd touch me ar | s'pose | fergot.." Steve trailed off into an unsteady exhale, shifting 
to stare up at the ceiling; fixing his eyes on the one dim lamp until multicoloured dots floated past his vision 


I'd never felt the way 'e made me feel.” 
‘It was the temptation of lust, son. The greatest of the seven sins." 


Chewing on the inside of his cheek, before moving on to gnawing on his bottom lip until he broke the tender 
skin, the words rung hollow to Steve's ears. It wasn't only sex, it wasn't mere lust. He scowled. Perhaps it had 
started out that way, but there had been more to it. He recalled the feeling of being entered, being claimed. 
Belonging completely to somebody else, being owned by them. It made him shudder, made his skin prickle. It 
wasn't merely a sexual experience, it was emotional; it had an intense meaning. He had been so vulnerable in 
those moments, hadn't he? Never once had Bruce taken advantage of that. And there was the shame again, 
closing in around his heart. Serving as an invisible halo, tightening around his neck. It couldn't be rationalized. 
Almost instinctively, Steve reached up to rub the base of his throat. A fareway echo of his name in that 
husky tone he knew so well almost startled him. The one that would keep him awake late at night, torturing 


him. 


“Ardly matters wot it wos.. it can't be undone now, can it," he finally stated, matter of factly with a 
bitterness bleeding through. 


"It can be forgiven if you repent. God will know your remorse, and all shall be well" 
"But, the fing is.. | can't repent." 


Steve blinked a couple of times, tasting the iron tang of blood on his own chapped lips as he licked them. He 


would chew them until they became scabbed when nervous, when pressured; almost as a compulsion. When he 
had no control over the situation. And he had no control now, did he. Everything had slipped through his hands, 
like sand through an hourglass. He couldn't mend it now, couldn't turn back the clock Couldn't make amends. For 
the first time, he noticed the small but ornate crucifix hanging above the doorsill. Upon the cross hung the 
battered figure of Christ; his hollowed eyesockets staring back with an accusatory gaze. As if he too was piling 
the blame only on the bassist. A fresh chill passed through Steve, who was suddenly feeling very alienated to 


his surroundings. 
"Everybody can repent, if the will for penance is there. Ten Hail Marys, join the Communion this Sunday." 


Steve shook his head wildly, in denial perhaps. Defiant, defensive. Something about the promise of redemption 
sounded senseless. 


"Not if there's no remorse. Then it serves no purpose.” 


He remembered suddenly; the one time he had brought it up. It was the aftermath, Steve's hooded eyes fixed 
on his lover's strong, bare back as the younger man crossed the room on his way towards the bathroom. 
‘Bruce,’ he'd asked softly and watched the other man pause in the doorway, ‘what if God condemns us? Steve 
had almost expected the singer to laugh at him, to brush it off as nothing but stupid superstition Instead, the 
bassist had been shocked when the other man had turned towards him with a soft, sincere expression. His 
dimples had hinted, his messy post sex hair lighting up like a halo as he flicked the light switch. His eyes had 
been soft, full of the same warmth that always made the pit of the bassist's belly flutter. ‘Then, he'd said, ‘it 
would be worth it. Don't you think? 


"A good Christian should always repent for his carnal sins," said the priest, and the tender memory faded away 


abruptly. 


Left was Steve in the confessional booth, the colourless walls absorbing all life. The lamp flicking briefly, almost 
like a candle. Likely a cheap bulb, and the artifical light burnt Steve's eyes; brought his attention back to the 
headache of his nasty hangover. The aspirins were beginning to wear off, it seemed. A distant irritation buzzed 


just at the back of his mind. 

"l ain't a good Christian. That's why God is punishin' me. ‘E's taken everythin from me, ‘asn't ‘e." 

"f a man lies with a male as with a woman, both of them have committed an abomination, they shall surely be 
put to death; their blood is upon them. Leviticus, chapter 20, verse 13. Thou shalt not commit adultery. The 
Twelve Commandments, as you said earlier. It cannot come as a surprise to you, if you indeed bear no 


remorse. God takes, and he gives. He rewards the pious, and punishes the sinners." 


"Don't bludi remind me." Steve was surprised by how weak he sounded, as a contrast to his formerly more 
determined; more defiant attitude, this time forgetting to censor himself as he relented. 


"Your.. lover, this man, does he repent?" 


The question registered as odd, as slightly off the mark and unconventional. Why would it matter? Still, Steve 
had to wonder, once the question was raised. Did Bruce regret their.. affair? Was that what it was? The word 
affair felt so off putting, so dirty. Although it had been their dirty little secret, hand't it? Of course, a great 
deal of their sexual encounters had been downright filthy in nature, at least in the eyes of the church. But 
there had been genuine sentiment, a bond between them. A sincere connection A mutual affection, a fondness. 
Blinking again, the bassist was frustrated as much as he was shocked when he found his eyes were blurry. 


Watery. Shouldn't he be better than this? Shouldn't he be stronger? He'd been raised better than this. 


His father had always said ‘men don't bludi cry, be a man, Steve’ He remembered when he dislodged his knee 
cap in first year of senior school, training his second year with the football team. He didn't remember the pain; 
apart from the fact that it had been searing and red hot. And he had cried. He'd only been eleven at the time. 
He had limped home, he'd kept a straight face as much as possible in front of his team mates, and the coach. 
It wasn't far, but when he made it home his face had been muddy and wet. His mother had made a fuss, she'd 
ushered him into car to take him to the emergency unit; unable to fathom why the coach hadn't made the 
drive. Steve hadn't explained, and he hadn't missed the look his father had given him. He hadn't missed the 


disappointment, the shame. ‘No son o' mine cries like sum girl over an injury: 


Even now, those words rung in his head. They played on repeat, like a broken record. But Steve had cried. 
Pathetically so. For hours, upon hours. When Lorraine filed for the divorce, and he was forced to scrawl his 
signature onto the paperwork that arrived in their previously shared mailbox. When she loaded their van with 
her belongings and left with their mutual children. When Faye called the next evening, words almost impossible 
to discern in between her sniffle hiccups; wondering when Daddy would come join them, saying she missed his 


bed time stories. His kids deserved a strong rolemodel to look up to. 


Hell, not even at his father's funeral as he watched the casket being lowered into the ground. He's tried to be 
stoic, he knew his father wouldn't have approved, would have frowned upon him for getting sentimental. Yet, 
he'd been sniffling and wiping his tears. Yet, he drank himself into oblivion almost every night until he passed 
out; waking up with a puffy face and red rimmed eyes. The first evening alone, he'd torn down every framed 


photo adorning the walls in a drunken rage; hands covered in glass cuts. He'd sunk to the floor and wailed like a 


frightened child 


And he had cried when it sunk in that Bruce was leaving Maiden, was leaving him. Bruce abandoned him, when 


he needed him the most. It was the last straw, what more could God take away from him? 


"|. don't know," Steve finally said, voice hoarse and strained now, and he cleared his throat, feeling so much 


older than his actual age. "E probably regrets ever meetin’ me." 


"Then, why is it you do not regret this unholy union, son? | presume you are aware of the fact that, in not 


repenting your sinuous carnal entwinement, you are indeed condemning yourself to eternal damnation?" 


Opening his mouth to speak; the bassist found no words. It came to him like a vision; like a revelation of sorts. 


A personal epiphany. He closed his mouth, a solemn understanding of his situation dawning upon him. He couldn't 


be saved. And perhaps, he didn't want to. In order for God to wash his sins away, he would have to deny 
himself of his own emotions. Once again, he tightened his fists, the walls looming above him, closing in around 
him. The idol of Christ kept staring, the gaze burrowing into the bassist's core. It left a gaping void in its wake. 
He might not win the love of God, or even the love of his father. But he could accept that. And he could strive 


to be a better man 
"Yes." 


"Why? Why, when you could choose to save your soul, my son?" the priest sounded almost distressed, as if he 
was shocked and unnerved by the unexpected turn of events; as if he was fighting a losing battle. "There will 
be penance to pay, when it's judgement day." 


Steve smiled, but it was bitter. Sad, yet calm. Painful, more of a twisted grimace as the ache in his chest 
intensified tenfold. There was a sour taste of bile in his mouth, the sheen of cold sweat glueing his bangs and 
stray curls to his cheeks and forehead; his nape soaked. It felt like an ordeal, like a trial of fire. He was being 
found guilty of murdering his own soul, rejecting his own absolution. Severing all ties to Heaven, if such a thing 


indeed existed. Once again, he eyed his ring finger with the absent wedding band. And he understood. 


“Cause.. | didn't sin out o' lust. | sinned.. out o' luv. In spite o everythin’ | ‘ad. It wos selfish, but.. | wouldn't 


undo it. Because it wos luv." 


“There can be no pure love, if harvested towards another man," said the priest, but there was a strange 
sense of calm; and some sort of mutual connection between them. "However, that is for God to decide. Not me. 


And love.. has many faces." 


Steve swallowed hard, the sodden weight on his shoulders still firmly in place; but it was easier to bear. Less 
of a burden. He nodded, humming quietly in agreement. It was only now that he had dared to admit it to 
himself. To say the exact words out loud. And although the cut was still fresh, the scar all but healed - 
although the knife was still lodged into his back - it offered some sort of comfort. He loved Bruce; had loved 
him, still loved him. For better or for worse. Perhaps God was punishing him, but it was his cross to bear. He 


couldn't confess that away. 


"Fank ye fer the patience," said the bassist timidly out of curtesy, not forgetting his manners, but the 
gratitude was honest. 


He got up on his feet. Half numb legs wobbling beneath him and his vision fading to black momentarily, Steve 
leant against the wall for support; rubbed his forehead with one hand. It was over, he had no more answers 
now than he had had when he arrived. He had no easy sollutions. He had no divine forgiveness. Yet, he felt the 
ghost of an embrace, of strong arms larking around him. Pulling him in, making him feel safe; anchoring him. 
‘At least, if God condemns us to burn in hell or whatever, we'll be together,’ Bruce had murmured in his ear. 


Before kissing the lobe. ‘Besides, your kids fancy me, eh? 


And in that instance, it had been all the bassist had needed to hear. Opening his somewhat clearer eyes, once 


again Steve knew he was alone. None the wiser, but for one thing. One truth he'd been trying to drown in a 


ocean of vodka and whiskey. He wasn't his father, he wasn't an ideal man. But he knew love. 
"God bless you, my son 


There were no further words spoken, no further acknowledgment as Steve pulled the drapery aside and exited 
the confessional. He never once looked back, never once wanted to see the face of the priest. Never once 
attempted to make eye contact with any person he passed, never once allowed his gaze to linger on any of the 
idols or religious paintings adorning the building's insides. He shoved his hands down his jean pockets. It had been 
so simple all along, hadn't it? If being with Lorraine for the rest of his life would have meant residing in Heaven 
- despite their struggles and their eventually loveless marriage - then he would rather choose Hell. He had 


made his choice and now, he resided in an eternal purgatory of his own making. 


Until he could better himself. God wouldn't save him, wouldn't miraculously deal him a better hand. He'd have 


to work for it. He'd have to fight to get his life back. But wasn't that what he'd always done best? 


It wasn't until he passed through the gates of the graveyard, at a safe distance, that Steve turned around. 
The sky was dark and gloomy, but in spite of the gray rain clouds shutting out the sun, the sight of the 
magnificent chapel made him feel at peace. Eye catching yet humble, the orange Autumn leaves of the trees 
rustled. Sunrise. Perhaps in the end, things weren't so black and white. Perhaps he didn't have to choose 
between Heaven and Hell. He breathed in again, gathering his strength. Much more secure now. Walking home by 
foot would take a couple of hours, but that was how he got here. He needed it to clear his head. He'd promised 
that he would call little Lauren in the evening, promise to make arrangements for her to come over and stay 
the weekend with her siblings. He'd promised himself he wouldn't drink tonight, wouldn't wake up in the morning 
with a nasty hangover. He'd promised himself he'd get this one thing right, that he'd get custody back 


He needed to be a good father, and perhaps now he could. Perhaps that could be his penance; the love for his 
children. Now that Steve had admitted it to himself. He loved Bruce. Probably always would. Probably always 
had. And, even in the House of God, he'd been saved from Hellfire. 


The air smelled like mud and rain, the fog clearing as the sun rose. Another inhale, and he made the sign of 


the cross. 


